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TO  MARY  ELITCH-LONG, 

“OUR  LADY  OF  THE  GARDENS”, 

This  little  group  of  Colorado  word-pictures 
is  lovingly  dedicated. 


Many  of  the  verses  contained  in  this 
collection  have  appeared  in  the  New  York 
Sun  and  Globe  and  in  the  Kaleidoscope 
Column  of  the  Rocky  Mountain  News  and 
are  here  reprinted  by  kind  permission. 


Kaleidoscope 

Turn,  Kaleidoscope,  turn ; 

Cast  your  many-colored  fragments  flashing 
Against  the  mirrors  of  memory. 

Make  pictures  from  blueness  of  mountains, 

From  purple  of  distant  hills,  and  crystal  peaks ; 
Blend  green  of  cottonwood  and  pine, 

Bright  berry  of  kinnikinnick  and  grey-blue  juniper; 
Show  drab  of  cliffs  like  wisps  of  city  smoke 
Against  mad  sunset  flames 

Which  almost  quench  the  ruddy  gold  of  aspens- — 
The  scarlet  of  fringed  sumac. 

Turn,  Kaleidoscope,  turn, 

Make  little  memory  pictures. 


Long’s  Peak,  the  Beautiful 

Once  did  I  hear  a  woman  say, 

“It  was  like  a  glimpse  of  strange,  unearthliness 
When,  across  the  level  prairie  desert, 

I  first  beheld  Long’s  Peak,  heading  her  mountain 
range. 

I  held  my  breath  lest  it  should  melt  away-™ 

That  vision  of  beauty  inexpressible. 

Then,  as  my  eyes  followed  the  rugged  line 
Of  blue  and  white  and  purple  loveliness, 

I  doubted. 

Tt  cannot  be  real.’  I  said,  and  closed  my  eyes.” 

The  woman’s  voice  has  long  been  silent; 

But  never  do  I  come  upon  a  sudden  view  of  old 
Long’s  Peak, 

Without  that  sense  of  breathlessness: 

I  seem  to  see,  the  woman’s  grey-blue  eyes 
Closing  estatically,  and  hear  her  whispering, 

“Yes,  dear,  it  is  all  true: 

Beauty  is  God’s  bequest  to  His  beloved.” 
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Lady  of  Flowers 

To  Mary  Elitch-Long 

You  wear  a  flower  always,  lady  dear, 

As  you  go  forth  along  joy-making  ways; 

And  fragrance  follows  you  through  all  your  days. 
It  fills  the  vibrant  air  when  you  draw  near, 

And  wafts  its  incense  to  some  heavenly  sphere, 

For  in  your  arms  are  always  fragrant  sprays— 
Love-tributes  which  no  form  of  time  decays — 
Bedewed  ofttimes  by  sympathy’s  fond  tear. 

Dear  lady,  you  have  solved  the  flowers’  enigma, 
And  wear  upon  your  breast  and  in  your  heart 
The  answers  to  their  questions ;  your  insignia 
Is  “Give  of  sweetness  and  you’ve  done  your  part.” 
Happy  are  they  who  have  learned  the  joy  of  giving, 
To  them  alone  has  life  been  worth  the  living. 


The  Passing 

An  aspen  faced  her  yearly  death 
With  little  tremors. 

The  late  sunshine  leapt  to  her,  comforting ; 
Myriads  of  discs — leaves  of  gold  and  copper — 
Whispered  their  farewells — palely,  ruddily — 
Shimmered  like  ripples  in  a  maiden’s  hair, 
Parting  for  glimpses  of  the  smooth,  bare  limbs, 
Slim,  silvery-white  and  satin  soft. 

And  one,  who  chanced  that  way,  said  tearfully, 
“Alas,  alas,  that  one  so  young, 

So  beautiful,  should  pass !” 

Sand  Lilies 

Almost  like  wee  waxen  stars  are  you, 

Fallen  from  sky-meadow-lands  of  Spring: 
Heavenly  is  your  beauty  and  we  view 

You  each  year  with  breathless  wondering. 
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Rainbows  in  the  Royal  Gorge 

Rain — rain — rain — 

Great  splashing  drops,  frozen  here  and  there 
Into  translucence  of  white  jade, 

Slant  sharply  past  the  streak  of  leaden  sky 
Ceiling  the  Royal  Gorge — 

That  regal  canon-way  which  cleaves  a  mountain 
range 

With  a  gesture  of  disdain. 

Rain — rain — rain — 

Into  the  Arkansas  River,  broiling  along  its  channel 
Contemptuous  of  all  man-made  barriers 
Obtruding  puny  boundaries  down-stream. 
Man-made,  indeed ! 

“And  who  is  man?”  it  asks. 

The  shriek  of  an  engine  sharply  punctuates 
The  puff— puff — puff  of  steam 
As  though  in  feeble  protest  to  the  query. 

Then,  smoke — more  smoke — and  smoke 
Seeks  to  obscure  the  sun  now  breaking  through 
To  fire  the  drenched  walls  with  prismatic  tints 
And  turn  gray  turrets  to  jeweled  palaces. 

Two  eagles  circle  up  above  like  aeroplanes; 

While,  along  the  river  on  the  further  bank, 

Runs  the  famed  Rainbow  Route — 

Built  by  the  Canon  City  convicts — road  of  hope — 
Threading  the  Royal  Gorge 


The  Rockies 

Blue,  half-circling  arms  you  stretch  toward  me, 
My  mountains — 

Arms  sometimes  veiled  in  draperies,  flame  kindled 
By  sunset’s  lambency; 

Sometimes  misted  in  blue  of  restfulness  ineffable ; 
And  then,  above  your  arms  I  seem  to  see 
Faces  I  love  smiling  and  calling  me. 
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In  St.  John’s  Cathedral 

A  gleam  of  many  colors  through  stained  glass 
Falling  across  the  chancel  as  I  pray, 

Coaxing  my  half-closed  eyes  and  thoughts  to 
stray 

Out  past  the  rood-screen  of  wrought  iron  and  brass 
Beyond  the  altar,  far  from  church  they  pass — 

My  straying  thoughts  from  Gothic  pile  away, 
Led  by  the  memory  of  a  bygone  day, 

When  you  were  here,  but  now,  alas !  alas ! 

Hark,  do  I  hear  your  fingers  on  the  keys 

Of  the  great  organ  calling  strains  of  glory 
From  out  the  organ's  soul?  Here,  on  my  knees 
Again  I  fall  and  think  I  hear  God's  story 
Of  holy  things  made  music  of  the  spheres, 

Too  tenuous  to  translate  for  mortal  ears. 


Yucca 

On  the  edge  of  an  arroyo 
Stand  the  stiff  spikes  of  the  yucca, 
Like  a  porcupine  in  action 
Silhouetted  'gainst  blue  skyline, 
Sinking  deep  her  roots  for  moisture, 
Giving  screening  nooks  for  rabbits 
That  go  scurrying  from  the  hunter. 
Harsh,  unyielding,  is  the  yucca, 

But  within  her  heart  she's  dreaming 
Of  the  sweetness  of  the  prairie, 
Storing  sweetness  of  the  prairie, 
Against  days  when  waxen  blossoms 
Go  church-steepling  to  the  heavens, 
Spreading  incense  in  their  perfume. 
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Sky-Line  Drive 

“Built  by  the  convicts,”  we  are  told 
As  over  smooth  roadbeds  we  ride  along 
Between  the  earth  and  sky. 

And,  just  beyond,  a  group  of  silent  men 
Working  with  pick  and  shovel  at  repairs. 

Repairs— who  knows  what  this  road  work  may  have 
done 

For  some  of  them  to  heal  their  sorry  minds? 

To  make  pathways  of  freedom  for  another, 

Some  road  of  happiness  for  an  unknown  brother, 
Who  may  perhaps  have  known  strong  bars  of  duty 
Inflexible  to  every  waiting  beauty 
That  lurks  beyond  even  the  nearest  hill. 

Who  knows  what  freedom  of  the  soul 
May  come  to  men  who  give  such  gifts? 

Who  knows  what  thoughts  God  puts 
Into  the  minds  of  men  who  labor — 

Giving  their  best  in  service 

That  others — who  may  have  prisoned  souls — 

May  safely  seek  refreshment  in  new  scenes. 


May 

Pale  green  the  aspens  walk  the  paths  of  May 

Up  mountain  sides  and  yearn  toward  blue-black 
pine 

In  silhouette  against  the  peaked  skyline 
That  marks  the  resting  place  of  each  Today. 

There  does  pale  Morrow,  on  her  untried  way, 

Peer  over  eastern  hills  whose  low  incline 
Leads  where  the  clematis  and  rose  entwine 
To  swing  a  censer  while  spring  breezes  play. 

And  there,  between  the  hills  to  east  and  west, 

A  soft  lapped  valley  lies  and  dreams  her  dream 
Of  coming  days — the  days  she  loves  the  best. 

She  whispers  to  the  murmuring  mountain  stream, 
“Oh,  tell  the  weary  wanderers  on  your  way 
That  pale  green  aspens  walk  the  paths  of  May.” 
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A  Vision 

In  Memory  of  Enos  Mills 

Winter  has  come  again  to  Estes  Park; 

The  hills  have  donned  their  albes  of  purest 
white 

And  kneel  at  vespers  in  the  falling  light, 
Facing  bleak,  icy  shrines,  austere  and  stark. 

Now,  down  the  Long’s  Peak  trail  I  seem  to  mark 
A  figure  speeding  swift  before  the  night, 

His  snowshoes  scarcely  showing  in  his  flight, 
Racing  against  forerunners  of  the  dark. 

Can  this  be  spirit  of  one  late  set  free 

To  roam  celestial  ways  at  his  good  will? 

Does  he  return  at  twilight  hour  to  see 

If  his  beloved  mountains  love  him  still? 

Or  does  this  simple  man  of  mountain  ways 
Come  back  to  join  his  hills  in  hymns  of  praise? 


Saint  Vrain  Canon— -Autumn 

It  was  as  though  the  Great  Creator  had 
Stripped  down  a  sunset  from  the  molten  sky 
And  cast  it  scattering  upon  the  sombre  hills 
So  greenly  clad  in  pine. 

Pale  gold  of  aspen  deepening  to  amber; 
Subtle  peach-blossom  tints ; 

Soft  color-echoes  of  the  sumac’s  glow — 
Sumac  and  choke-cherry  so  madly  crimson, 
So  scarlet  in  the  ecstacy  of  dying! 

Oh,  what  a  brave  array  of  farewell  glory 
To  cast  athwart  the  bleakness  of  decay! 
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The  Slogan  of  Pike’s  Peak 

Printed  upon  old  covered  wagons 
Crawling  like  dusty  beetles  across  the  desert, 

Did  your  name  swing  into  world-wide  fame. 

“Pike’s  Peak  or  Bust!” 

Thus,  crudely  sloganed,  did  the  fifty-niners 
Feature  you  upon  the  map  of  progress. 

Thus  did  they  vision  you — a  God-built  spire 
Piercing  the  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars : 

The  sun  for  gold ;  for  silver,  the  platinum  moon, 
For  fame,  perhaps,  the  stars. 

Since  that  first  trek  across  the  patient  prairie, 
Much  alkaline  dust,  scattered  by  whirring  wheels, 
Has  powdered  sage-brush,  prickly-pear  and  chapar¬ 
ral — 

Settled  upon  and  sunk  with  them  to  make  more  dust 
To  nourish  newer  plant-adventurers. 

And  ever  Pike’s  Peak  whitely  looms  in  majesty 
Upon  horizon  seen  or  dreamed  by  newer  minds, 
Piercing  new  heavens  with  its  inspiration. 

Often  the  seeker  dreams  of  health — and  finds  it — 
But  always  happiness,  I  think, 

The  subtle  happiness  of  beauty. 


Glenwood 

Your  very  name  make  pictures  of  you,  Glenwood: 
So  every  tiny  glen  fills  full  her  lap 
With  wildflowers  in  the  spring, 

And  little  woods  remind  their  birds  to  sing 
Because  they  know  that  you  are  named  for  them. 
Your  open  pool  calls  down  the  moon  and  stars 
By  night  to  honor  you ; 

And  little  clouds  go  scudding  by  by  day 
Lest  they  be  in  the  way 

Of  that  gold  disc  which  gilds  your  ripples  gay 
Or  paints  them  like  rose  petals  and  peach  leaves 
When  bedtime  comes. 
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Topping  the  World 


Summer  has  come  to  Berthoud  Pass  and  up 
The  mountain  side  the  quivering  aspens  creep 
Like  liquid  greenery,  light-flecked  and  pale 
Amidst  the  solid  foliage  of  the  pines. 

Pines,  pines  and  pines  in  serried  row  on  row 
Are  massed  like  plumage  on  some  mighty  wing 
Close  furled  against  the  body  of  its  hill ! 

Now,  through  a  break  across  the  canon  springs 
The  topmost  range  of  all.  Ribbons  of  snow 
Edge  rocky  slopes  above  the  timberline 
Coaxing  the  circling  clouds  to  circle  nearer 
Till  one  scarce  knows  which  are  the  solid  hills 
And  which  the  visitant  vapors.  Little  streams 
Leap  fearless  down  steep  chasms  to  tell  seas 
How  wonderful  the  world  must  ever  be 
While  earth  and  sky  such  close  communion  keep. 


On  the  Conejos 

I  never  saw  the  stems  of  trees  so  white 
Nor  such  black  eyes 

As  where  the  aspen  boughs  have  left  their 
scars 

When  they  have  dropped  away. 

A  little  roadway  by  Rio  Conejos 
Among  such  trees  is  haunting  me  today. 
Again  I  see  the  lacery  of  pale  green 
Fluttering  out  to  Spring ;  again  a  gleam  of 
water 

Through  the  pinon  trees ; 

And,  always,  always,  the  sharp  canon  rim 
Guarding  the  beauty  of  its  valley-ways. 
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Regatta  on  Grand  Lake 


Pennants  trail  their  bright  reflections 
From  the  yachts  of  the  regatta, 

And  the  launches  chug,  complaisant, 
Churning  up  the  startled  waters, 

Breaking  sky  and  mirrored  mountains 
To  kaleidoscopic  fragments. 

But  the  framing  hills,  what  care  they 
For  this  play  of  mortals  skimming 
On  the  face  of  their  fair  jewel? 

What  care  they  for  motes  that  shimmer 
For  a  moment  in  the  sunshine? 

What  care  they  for  man-built  lodges 
Gaily  decked  in  friendly  welcome? 

Men  and  lodges  all  will  vanish 
But  the  ageless  mountains,  musing, 

Still  will  dream  above  the  water; 

Watch  the  clouds  lie  on  the  surface 
Like  rose  petals  when  the  sun  sets ; 

Watch  the  moon  so  softly  silver 
Like  pale  lily  pad  afloating. 

When  storms  whip  the  lake  to  action, 
Beating  miniature  waves  to  action, 

Peaks  fall  muttering  to  each  other 

In  a  cycle  of  low  echoes 

Or  crash  loud  in  their  displeasure. 

But  at  night  they  drop  soft  blankets — 
Warm  cloud-blankets  down  upon  her; 

And  at  sunrise — not  to  wake  her 
They  stand  whispering  softly,  softly, 

Far  above  the  clouds  they’ve  spread  there; 
All  too  soon  the  foolish  pennants 
Will  be  trailing  garish  colors, 

Trifling  with  the  lake’s  deep  dreaming 
Moods  she  rarely  shows  to  strangers. 
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Colorado  Wind 


Oh,  demons  are  riding  the  wind  tonight! 

Ho !  Ho !  How  they  roar  down  the  alley ! 

They  have  gathered  their  forces  from  hither  and  yon, 
Swishing  mad  brooms  as  they're  galloping  on, 

From  mountains,  from  foothills,  from  valley. 

Oh,  free  fly  the  names  of  their  on-coming  steeds ! 

Ha !  Ha !  How  their  riders  are  shrieking ! 

The  wind-stallions'  tails  fling  white  alkaline  dust, 
Their  hoofs  pound  it  loose  with  each  battering  gust, 
Setting  houses  to  swaying  and  creaking. 

Oh,  demons  are  ‘stride  of  the  wind  tonight! 

Hark !  Afar  peals  the  neigh  of  some  filly ! 

And  somewhere  out  there  sounds  a  fire-engine  gong, 
While  men  cringe  and  pray  that  Flame-gods  sing  no 
song 

To  the  tune  Wind-gods  whistle  so  shrilly. 


Genesee  Mountain 

I  wonder  at  night  when  Spring  falls  gently  there 
Upon  your  slopes, 

When  little  flowers  star  your  sod 
And  tempt  the  moonbeams  hither 
Do  winter  ghosts  steal  out 
And  spread  white  mantles  down? 

And  do  the  skis,  fastened  to  ghostly  feet, 

Flash  down  the  glistening  ways  ? 

Do  men  go  springing  like  chamois 

Or  like  mountain  sheep 

Over  the  cliffs  in  silent  rivalry, 

Resenting  that  their  mountain  Genesee, 

White  pathway  of  the  ski, 

Be  given  over  to  the  throes  of  Spring? 
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Big  Thompson  Canon 

I  knew  you  long  before  great  motors  buzzed 
Like  racing  bumblebees  along  your  roads ; 
Before  small  cots  grew  into  busy  hives 

Where  narrow  vales  have  tempted  new  abodes. 
You  were  an  awesome  place  in  those  old  days 

When  wagons  crept  along  your  cliffs  like 
snails, 

And,  in  the  widened  places  by  the  creek, 

The  camp  was  struck  at  night.  What  merry 
tales 

Of  venturous  doings  graced  the  supper  hour! 

Then  by  the  campfire’s  glow  more  tales  were 
told 

And  old  time  songs  echoed  from  cliff  to  cliff; 

While  stars  peeped  through  the  pines  like 
sparks  of  gold, 

Dodging  your  rugged  rimmings  far  aloft — 

Almost  they  met — then  left  a  rift  of  sky 
To  follow  the  river’s  zig-zag  course  below 

Where  willows  drooped  as  he  passed  swiftly  by. 
Never  can  I  describe  those  matchless  nights — 

The  pungent  smell  of  pine — the  stars  above — ■ 
The  dreamy  sense  of  the  river’s  ceaseless  flow, 
Wooing  the  boulders  with  his  Song  of  Love. 


Angel  of  Shavano 

(Sangre  de  Christo  Range) 

Angel  of  Shavano,  there  on  your  mountain, 

Snowy  wings  spread  against  granite  so  grey, 
Stand  you  an  emblem  of  things  that  are  holy, 
Something  of  heaven  to  hearten  the  way. 

Sangre  de  Christo,  O  range  emblematic, 

Well  are  you  guarded  as  in  that  far  day 
When  to  a  sepulcher  sacred  the  Marys 

Came  with  their  love  and  their  sorrows  to  pray. 
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Toltec  Gorge 


The  Rio  de  los  Pinos  froths  below 
Fretting  in  fury  at  its  boundaries. 

Above,  in  the  gashed  sky, 

Where  rocks  eat  in,  and  leave  but  a  slender  slice, 
The  clouds  with  their  freedom  mock  at  the  river. 
They  gather  close  and  froth  as  though  to  say, 

“We  need  not  cluster  into  foamy  heaps 
For  we  have  the  great  dome  of  heaven 
Wherein  to  spread  ourselves ;  still,  we  would  see 
How  it  must  seem  to  be  pent  in.” 

While,  up  above  the  stream,  and  far  below  the  sky, 
The  gargoyled  crags  smile  knowingly 
And  watch  small  pebbles  spring,  adventuring, 
Down  dizzying  cliffs. 


Buckhorn  Lodge 

Oh,  I  hear  the  swish  of  the  slim  fishrod, 

I  see  the  gleam  of  a  golden  fly 
As  the  line  writes  its  message  across  the  sky 
To  the  speckled  beauties  that  lazily  lie 
In  pools  by  the  Lodge  on  the  Colorado. 

Oh,  I  see  the  campfire  at  night  aglow, 

I  hear  the  sound  of  the  old  guitar 
As  songs  from  the  past  go  ringing  far 
Past  songs  of  the  queer  new  things  that  are 
Remote  from  the  Lodge  on  the  Colorado. 

And  as  red  red  flames  to  embers  grow, 

And  night  comes  whispering  down  to  me, 
With  the  dreamy  lure  of  its  witchery, 

The  stars  float  by  eternally, 

Past  old  Buckhorn  Lodge  on  the  Colorado. 
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Mount  of  the  Holy  Cross 


Gone  is  the  gleam  from  chasmed  cross  on  high 
Where,  rudely  cradled,  long  the  virgin  snow 
Has  formed  a  holy,  emblematic  tie 

’Twixt  things  of  heaven  above  and  earth  below. 
Now  are  the  glacial  snows  of  ages  vanished 

From  that  famed  Mountain  of  the  Holy  Cross — 
A  needed  omen  that  our  hearts  have  banished 
The  love  of  higher  things  for  love  of  dross. 

May  white  young  snows  withstand  the  sun’s  warm 
glow 

And  form  again  Christ’s  sign  to  men  of  earth ; 
May  young  ideals  of  our  children  show 

Pure  white  against  drab  things  of  lesser  worth : 
May  rock-ribbed  dogmas  and  old  creeds  grow  bright 
With  snow-white  radiance  of  the  higher  light. 

(During  the  summer  of  1922  the  snow  melted  from  the 
crevice  for  the  first  time  in  many  years.) 


Cima  Divide 

I  pause  on  the  ridge  of  the  Cima  Divide 
With  a  problem  of  love  for  my  heart  to  decide. 

A  sweep  of  alurement  before  me  is  leading 
My  eye  to  the  San  Luis  Valley  and  pleading 
That  it  be  as  loved  as  the  valley  behind  me 
Still  striving  with  gentle  allegiance  to  bind  me. 

Down  there  where  the  River  of  Lost  Souls  is  flowing 
Oh,  there  must  I  follow— there  am  I  g*oing — 

But,  even  far  out,  past  the  Cima  Divide, 

I  know  half  my  heart’s  on  the  other  side. 
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Broadmoor 

Not  plains  nor  mesa,  still  too  flat  for  foothills, 
There  do  you  lie, 

As  though  awaiting  some  act  of  the  gods 
To  lift  your  magic  tarpet  to  the  peaks. 

Your  aristocrasy  of  dwellings 
And  palatial  hostelry 

Hurl  challenge  to  the  God-made  towers  above. 
But,  when  old  Cheyenne  Mountain  wearily 
Smothers  herself  in  purple  mystery, 

It  is  as  though  some  patient  nurse 
Were  yawning  sleepily  and  murmuring — 

‘Tut  by  your  pretty  building  blocks,  dear  children ; 
Forget  your  toys  and  games 
And  go  to  sleep.,, 


Moffat  Tunnel 

The  body  of  the  man  who  dreamed  the  dream 
Is  ashes  now ;  but  his  eternal  mind 
Lives  on  to  urge  the  minds  of  other  men 
To  consumate  his  plan  to  aid  mankind. 

He  dreamed  a  stream  of  commerce  east  and 
west — 

Straight  as  a  die,  under  the  lofty  range, 

This  man  who  wished  the  friendliness  of  far  coasts 
Brought  nearer  by  the  state  he  loved  the  best. 


Evergreen 

There’s  a  little  place  called  Evergreen 

Where  Bear  Creek  serpentines  about 
Over  the  meadows  in  and  out 
While  high  hills  smile  on  the  vale  between. 
Oh,  it  is  not  rugged  nor  wild  nor  grand, 

This  little  place  called  Evergreen ; 

But  to  one  tired  heart  it  will  ever  mean 
A  tiny  corner  of  Holy  Land. 
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Park  of  the  Titans 


I  know  that  you  still  echo  to  the  tread 
Of  giant  feet,  as  in  long  days  ago, 

Of  restless  feet  that  wander  to  and  fro 
Midst  cloistered  caves  so  vivid  toned  and  red, 
Tinted  by  ardent  sunsets  that  have  shed 

Their  ruddiest  romance  in  expiring  glow : 

Still  in  your  haunts  the  Titans  come  and  go, 
Forgetting  they  are  wraiths  of  things  long  dead. 
’Tis  hard  for  mighty  folk  like  giants  to  die; 

They  love  to  view  their  effigies  in  stone 
And  marvel  that  new  ages  passing  by 

Have  borne  but  pigmies — that  to  them  alone 
Stands  gianthood,  stone  inscribed,  a  mighty  name 
Written  within  a  rugged  Hall  of  Fame. 


Like  Silver  Ribbons 

Five  strokes  sound  from  the  clocktower  down  the  town. 
Stretching  across  the  quiet  of  waning  night 
Like  silver  ribbons  shimmering  on  grey  mists 
Of  silence.  Then  they  lose  themselves  again 
In  dreams — dreams  fringed  in  light  etherial ; 

In  things  our  astral  selves  alone  find  true. 

Five  strokes  from  out  the  clocktower  down  the  town. 
Grey  shadows  slink  along  uncertain  streets 
To  turn  the  keys  that  make  the  great  wheels 
whirr — 

The  great  wheels  of  a  city’s  busy  mart ; 

To  make  fires  burn  that  we  may  feel  the  warmth; 
To  start  the  coffee  pots  a-simmering, 

That  they  who  go  long  journeys  down  long  days 

May  be  encouraged  by  the  scent 

That  masks  the  tastelessness  of  their  scant  fare. 
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Mile-High 


Calmly  on  your  mile-high  pedestal, 

City,  queen  of  mountain  and  of  plain, 

Do  you  view  your  peaks  against  the  sky 
Spurning  handicaps  as  shadows  vain. 

Far  famed  peaks  of  Alps  and  Apennines 
Measure  from  the  level  of  the  sea, 
Marking  lofty  steeps  in  their  skylines- — 
Gestures  of  supreme  ascendancy. 

But  our  Rockies  claim  a  continent 

For  their  mighty  base,  and  go  their  way 
Dreaming  down  upon  their  mile-high  town 
Out  where  prairies  with  the  foothills  play. 


Cliff  Dwellers 

Mesa  Verde 

Under  the  ecru-colored  cliffs  they  built — 

These  dwellers  in  tufa  villages  and  palaces. 

Along  the  canon  rims  the  Mesa  lifted  her  stone 
wings — 

Soft-fledged  with  pinon  and  with  juniper — 

To  mother  them. 

Some— more  venturous — built  towns  and  kivaed 
cities 

Up  on  the  sandstone  rim,  in  view  of  the  painted 
desert ; 

There,  too,  they  built  Sun  Temple 
To  worship  in. 

But,  before  the  kivas  were  covered 
Or  fire  on  the  altar  was  lighted, 

The  worshipers  were  flown, 

Leaving  a  legacy  of  matchless  beauty 
Like  mirage  carved  in  stone. 


20 


Over  the  Old  Moffat  Road 

We  crossed  the  range  at  daylight 
Up  from  the  western  slope 

Creeping  up  to  Corona — crawling  up  to  Corona — 
On  dizzy  cliffs  we  clung. 

Behind  us  the  range  kept  circling 
In  the  haze  of  a  dawning  day; 

First  near,  then  far  gleamed  Long’s  Peak 
And  Meeker  playing  at  hide  and  seek 
Through  the  pines  of  the  nearer  hill-tops. 

How  strange  to  see  tall  peaks  at  play 
Decked  in  their  opaline  tintings. 

Teasing  the  coming  day! 

Then,  down  the  eastern  incline, 

Toward  cloud-mottled  prairie  land, 

We  played  hide  and  seek  through  the  tunnels — 
The  tantalizing  tunnels  like  funnels  to  Fairyland — 
Mountains  and  plains  panoramic 
Flashed  like  kaleidoscope  visions 
Wonder  on  wonder  unfolding. 

Ah,  it  is  a  thing  to  remember— 

Crossing  the  Rockies  at  dawning! 

It  seemed  that  the  frontier  of  Heaven 
Were  stretching  before  and  behind  us 
A  circling  lure  to  ensnare  us 
Away  from  the  world  as  we  knew  it. 


The  Dancer 

A  whirlwind  is  gathering  the  alkaline  dust 
A-twist  on  her  toes  like  a  dervish  a-twirl, 

Or  perhaps  ’tis  the  spirit  of  some  ballet  lady, 
Trying  out  her  old  steps  down  the  roadway 
a-whirl. 

She  flings  out  a  wisp  of  fine  gauze  on  the  air, 

Then  pirouettes  on  with  her  wraith  arms 
a-swing, 

And  inward-curved  fingers  a-coaxing  the  sunbeams 
And  dust  motes  with  bonny  bright  rainbows 
they  bring. 
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Different 

(Happy  Canon) 

I’ve  never  seen  such  playful,  prankish  aspens 
As  this  small  clump  upon  a  certain  hill. 
They’re  usually  so  straight  and  tall  and  slender, 
But  these  seem  ready-poised,  crook-kneed,  to 
drill 

In  some  folk  dance  or  measure  in  a  ballet; 

One  sees  their  short,  green  skirts  above  their 
knees, 

Shimmering  with  glazed  sequins.  Down  the  valley 
The  fiddler  comes,  a  vagrant  Springtime  breeze 
And  if  I  do  but  close  my  eyes  halfway 

I  see  them  move  about  upon  the  grass, 

And  if  half-closed  I  keep  my  ears,  I  hear 

The  Pipes  of  Pan  call  softly  as  they  pass. 


Twelfth  Night 

Denver  Civic  Center 

The  moons  are  still  out  in  the  City  Square — 
Green  and  rose-coloured  moons  are  they— 
Full  to  bursting,  with  light  to  spare, 

While  the  slim  little  sky-moon  so  far  away 
Must  be  wondering  who  are  her  sisters  fair 
In  the  Civic  Center  away  down  there. 

And  Father  Christmas  must  wonder  who 
Has  stolen  his  reindeer  to  silhouette 
Them  there  against  sky  of  midnight  blue ; 

And  the  giant  pine  tree  with  candles  set 
In  its  wide  green  branches  even  and  true, 

I  am  sure  he’s  wondering  too,  aren’t  you? 

The  classic  columns  of  peristyle, 

The  open  Greek  theatre  festooned  in  green 
Irradiate  still  the  children’s  smile, 

Shimmer  with  light  in  Bethlehem  seen; 
Moons,  stars  and  spirits  of  Christmas  file 
Through  yearly  pageants — then  rest  awhile. 
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Inspiration  Point 

O  range  inscrutable, 

Wrapped  in  your  mystery  of  distance, 

Your  witchery  of  mist, 

Footed  by  little  hills  of  lesser  worth 
In  claim  of  kinship  with  the  firmament, 

Can  it  then  be  that  all  your  opaline  shimmering, 

If  nearer  seen,  would  be  but  evergreen 
Slashed  by  small  gullies  overrun  with  gold — 
Quaking-asp  gold  in  cataracts  of  glory — 

And  serrate  sumac-flames  burning  against  the  unim¬ 
passioned  green? 

Inspiration?  Yes.  And  prayer,  too, 

That  I  may  take  the  tragic  things  of  life, 

The  scarlet  passions,  purple  wastes  of  grief, 

Golden  ambitions,  grey-green  everydays, 

And  blend  with  them  a  bit  of  heaven’s  blue, 

The  glistening  of  a  tear,  a  smile  or  two, 

And  over  all  cast  mist  of  time  and  space, 

Then  might  I  find  hope  challenging  my  view 
As  wending  on  my  way  across  the  plain 
I  go  toward  some  drab,  unwanted  morrow, 

Perhaps — who  knows— that  morrow  may  be  wearing 
The  misted  glory  of  my  Memory  Land. 


Twin  Spires 

Mother-of-pearl  are  they,  the  twin  spires  on  the  hill, 
Which  reach  so  slenderly  toward  high  heaven 
Above  their  great  cathedral; 

But,  from  afar,  they  look  like  tall  pale  poplars; 
And  the  Capitol’s  stately  dome 
Is  like  a  box-tree  most  austerely  clept 
And  powdered  with  flakes  of  gold, 

There  must  be  whimsical  air  sprites  about 
Transforming  our  revered  and  holy  places — 
Patterned  in  brick  and  stone — 

Into  green,  living,  breathing  trees. 

Strange,  indeed,  what  alchemy  one  sees 
From  some  quiet  hillside  nook — afar — alone! 

23 


The  Greek  Theatre 

Civic  Center 

When  it  is  night  and  civic  buildings  sleep, 

I  think  along  the  formal  pathways  creep 
Greek  players  from  the  days  when  Athens’  part 
Supremest  was  in  all  the  world  of  Art. 

I  think  they  come  and  play  their  tragedies, 

Those  wraiths,  more  tragic  roles  than  those 
Penned  by  Euripides ; 

And  people  dream  strange  dreams  and  wonder  why 
They  savour  sadness  as  they  hasten  by 
The  Classic  structure  echoing  the  call 
Of  those  who  long  ago  felt  life’s  deep  thrall. 


Colorado  River 

Rejoice,  Southwestland,  for  the  pact  late  signed 
At  Bishop’s  Lodge  down  near  old  Santa  Fe! 

Now  Colorado  river’s  waters  may 
Reach  out  and  arid  tracts  of  desert  find, 

To  bid  them  bloom  and  bear  for  tired  mankind 
Who  have  not  where  to  set  their  feet  today. 
Rejoice  that  God  has  shewn  the  destined  way! 
Rejoice  that  man  perfects  what  God  designed! 

Upon  a  thousand  hills  shall  cattle  graze, 

And  bright  new  towns  spring  eagerly  to  birth ; 
Thus  from  our  own  dear  mountain  waterways 
Will  gladness  come  to  dwellers  of  the  earth ; 

Our  own  stream-power  turn  myriad  wheels  and 
light 

Earth-stars  to  signal  heaven’s  stars  at  night. 
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Old  Brinton  Terrace 

A  little  bit  of  old  world  in  the  new, 

Aslant  where  hill-folk  meet  the  busy  tide 

Of  toilers  in  the  town.  There  must  it  do 
Its  sentry  duty  with  Art  as  its  guide. 

Here  may  the  weary  worker  seek  the  true — 

The  lasting  things  which  in  such  spots  abide. 

A  little  bit  of  Quartier  Latin — 

Judged  by  the  painters’  dreams— or  Chelsea 
peeping 

From  out  quaint  gabled  windows- — true  Queen  Anne 
In  architecture — silent  vigil  keeping, 

The  while  speed  madmen  race  their  meagre  span 
Forgetful  of  the  shadows  softly  creeping. 

A  little  space  of  vibrance  to  high  thought 

Of  masters  whose  great  souls  coax  muted 
strings ; 

A  little  echo  in  hearts  overwrought 

With  weariness,  before  the  edict  rings 

That  Brinton  Terrace,  in  life’s  vortex  caught, 
Must  fall  into  our  dream  of  memory-things. 


Rio  Dolores 

River  of  Sorrow,  why  should  you  be  sad 
While  Fate  brings  to  your  brink  such  beauty— 
Such  madd’ning  beauty  of  the  Spring 
Frail  blossoms  that  wake  everywhere  and  sing 
The  happy-songs  of  living? 

Why  sorrow  when  maturer  Summers  bring 
Largesse  of  fruit  and  flower? 

When  Autumn  spreads  vermilion,  gold  and  bronze 
Along  your  shore? 

When  winter  wraps  you  in  a  crystal  chrysalis 
Sparkling  with  pent  up  rainbows? 

Dolores,  river  sorrowful,  I  pray, 

Forget  past  sadness  and  be  glad; 

The  souls  which  were  released  upon  your  banks 
Have  long  since  gone  their  way  to  Paradise. 
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The  Peristyle 

Proudly  you  stand  upon  a  western  hill, 

O  classic  court, 

Columned  by  shafts  Corinthian. 

Open  are  you  to  all  whose  eyes  would  gaze 
Across  the  city  vapours — past  its  spires, 

Its  domes,  its  towers,  the  blocks  of  granite— 
Out  past  the  foothills  rolling  free  and  wide 
Into  the  silver  circle  of  the  range, 

Into  the  mimicry  of  clouds  above 
Who  have  the  mountains'  beauty 
So  visioned  in  their  hearts 
That  they  must  steal  their  images  and  pile 
them 

Up  to  the  Empyrean ; 

So,  from  nadir  beneath  the  Peristyle, 

They  make  a  perfect  cycle  of  enhancement. 


Leadville 

You  are  a  memory  city  now  to  me. 

When  last  I  saw  you,  miners  filled  your  streets 
On  merry  evenings  when  the  day  was  done. 

Music  from  dance  halls  and  from  little  churches 
Mingled  prayer  meeting  with  the  meet  of  players 
Who  danced  their  little  measure,  then  away — 
Away — and  where  ?  And  where  too,  are  the  prayers  ? 
Over  it  all,  Mount  Massive  brooded  ever, 
Wondering  often,  I  surmise,  to  see 
Such  greediness  for  gold,  such  cruelty 
Mingling  with  the  west's  wide  charity; 

Those  buckboard  stages  filled  with  new  recruits 
Seeking  the  seething  vats  of  gold  and  men. 

What  are  they  now?  Dear  heaven,  what  were  they 
then? 

Just  wraiths  of  things  material  or  real 
Who  haunted  Leadville  in  the  days  of  old 
Seeking  salvation,  seeking  strange  gods  and  gold? 
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Mount  Lookout 


Mecca  are  you  for  countless  throngs  of  those 

Who  thread  your  wonder-ways  and  drink  in 
rare, 

Recurring  beauties.  It  is  like  a  draught 

From  some  pellucid  spring — so  clear  the  air. 
Out  toward  the  east  lie  evanescent  plains, 
Uncertain,  wavering  as  the  clouds  go  by 
Casting  their  moving  shadows  as  they  pass ; 

Wee  prairie  lakes  tease  down  the  blue  of  sky, 
Then  fling  it  up  again.  The  fields  of  grain 

Shimmer  pale  green,  dark  green,  soft  maize 
and  gold; 

While  aspens  run  the  gamut  of  the  year 

Against  pines’  sombrer  verdure,  young  and  old. 
But,  oh,  at  night  when  city  lights  are  lit 

And  sparks  show  in  small  hamlets  all  about, 
One  wonders  has  the  sky  not  shared  the  stars 

With  earth  to  joy  the  watchers  on  Lookout. 


Dry  Farms 


Dotted  about  the  prairies, 

Hurling  Defiance  at  failure, 

Lie  the  dry  farms  everywhere. 

Their  small  valiant  windmills,  like  pinwheels  of 
hope, 

Bring  moisture  from  the  deeps — enough  to  slake 
the  thirst 

Of  man  and  beast; 

Then  whirl  and  beckon  to  the  sky  again 
Imploring  that  it  send  sweet  moisture  down 
That  Earth  may  bring  forth  flowers  and  fruit  and 
grain. 


27 


Garden  of  the  Gods  in  Winter 


And  are  you  ghosts  in  snowy  gabardines, 
Cadaverous  in  the  moonlight  shivering, 

You  who  were  Deities? 

You  stand  like  statues,  bas-reliefs,  intaglios, 

Carven  in  tone-monotony,  white  on  white — 

Shadow  alone  your  foil,  except,  perhaps, 

Where  mass  the  conic  pines  showing  wee  cairns 
Beneath  sagged  boughs  wherein  fay  folk  may  hide; 
Or  fronting  dusk  triangles,  stone  card-houses, 
Half-fallen,  slanting  in  caiques  to  shield 
Some  scampering  furry  thing. 

But  on  a  dais, 

Sharp-cut,  a  naked  tree,  wind-swept  of  snow, 

A  crude  Aeolian  harp,  in  rough  arpeggio 

Whimpers  a  battle  song 

Once  sung  by  gods  who  now  are  ghosts. 


Far  Silences 

A  glimpse  of  distant  blue,  snow-rimmed, 

Above  drab  bluffs,  squared  off  with  brown 
Of  fence  and  furrow. 

Only  a  glimpse  between  the  naked  branches 
Of  gnarled  old  apple  trees  or  far-off  cottonwoods 
Mingling  their  curved  blurs  with  slim  poplar  shapes 
Oh,  to  flee  far  away  past  smug,  neat  houses 
Which  dot  the  nearer  reaches*  of  my  view 
With  questing  windows  peering  ‘neath  their  gables, 
With  busy  chimneys  puffing  out  blue  smoke. 

Oh,  to  be  far  away,  snowed  safely  in 
In  some  old  log  cabin  with  just  an  open  fire  for 
company ! 
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The  Archway 

Fairmount  Cemetery 

Pale  grey  of  granite,  splashed  by  autumn  woodbine 
Garnet  and  crimson  in  the  late  sun’s  glow 
Enspanning,  like  some  man-dreamed,  earth-bound 
rainbow, 

The  entrance  to  our  City  of  the  Dead. 

Within,  all  whitely  gleaming  midst  the  foliage, 
Markers  of  polished  marble  guard  each  bed 
Where  rests  the  body  of  some  soul  departed 
Forgetful  of  his  cross  or  obelisk. 

What,  to  the  one-time  great,  is  mausoleum? 

Far  more,  to  humble  folk,  the  simple  jar 

Filled  with  sweet  flowers  from  a  well-loved  garden. 

Outside  the  archway,  by  the  country  roadside, 

A  watering-trough  invites  the  weary  team 
That  hauls  the  granite  slabs  through  blinding  dust 
clouds. 

Deep  in  the  water  they  plunge  their  grateful  noses 
Then  nip,  with  dripping  lunge,  at  teasing  flies 
Or  snap  at  team-mate  feigning  sudden  anger ; 

A  crack  of  whip,  and  they  are  on  their  way. 

While,  down  the  lane  beyond,  a  troop  of  children, 
From  cottages  nearby,  train  forth  in  state; 

Solemn  their  faces,  mournful  their  demeanor, 

Playing  at — funerals. 


At  Timberline 

Had  I  been  brave  as  you,  old  crooked  pine, 
Daring  the  heights  nor  craving  sheltered  space, 
Surcease  from  suffering  would  now  be  mine. 

Had  I  stood  nearer  to  eternal  skies, 

And  drawn  my  substance  meagerly  from 
mountains, 

I  had  not  now  felt  fear  and  dread  arise. 

Hardy  and  staunch  would  I  await  the  sign 
That  comes  to  all  of  us  when  sun  is  setting, 
And  glory  floods  the  rugged  timberline. 
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The  Cheyenne  Canons 

You  are  so  different  each  from  each 
Sister  Canons  of  Cheyenne; 

You,  to  the  south  are  awesome  with  high-piled 
crags, 

Yet,  oddly  debonair 

With  leaping  waterfalls  casting  remembered  suns 
In  spray  of  rainbows  over  austere  rock. 

You,  to  the  north,  pursue  serener  ways 
In  majesty  of  calm  as  though  you  bear 
Some  restful  secret  of  the  ages. 

You  do  I  choose  upon  my  lighter  days  to  steady  me ; 
But  I  will  let  the  grandeur  of  your  sister-haunt 
Spur  me  with  inspiration  when  Fm  dull — 

The  while  her  falling  waters 
Drench  me  with  sun-shot  music. 

Clouds 

Cheesman  Park 

Some  say  that  clouds  are  all  alike  the  wide  world 
over, 

But  this  I  know:  there  never  were  such  wonder 
ones 

As  those  I  see  from  this  Greek  peristyle. 

They  are  not  clouds.  No,  they  are  mystic  isles 
Afloat  on  cobalt  seas. 

They  are  vague  promontories  and  peninsulas 
That  jut  into  etheric  gulfs  and  bays. 

Fain  would  my  flesh-bound  spirit  rove  along 
Those  shifting  shores,  rose  tinted,  amethystine; 
Fain  would  I  sail  within 

Those  feathery  cloud-boats  shimmering  in  the 
harbor ; 

Or  in  the  wee  moon-gondola  out  there  upon  the 
open  sea, 

Climbing  the  cloud  waves,  seeking  unknown  things 
Undreamed  of  things — 

And  strange  new  worlds  forever  in  the  making. 
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An  Indian  Sonnet 


Chief  of  a  thousand  plains,  now  sit  I  here 
At  marge  of  lands  alotted  to  my  race, 

Where  Rio  de  los  Pines  shews  her  face, 

Then  flows  through  dreary  days  to  disappear, 
Shedding  for  Red  Man’s  passing  tear  on  tear, 
Here,  where  the  prairie’s  boundless  friendly 
space 

Invites  me  to  escape  my  prison  place, 

I  sit  aloof  and  draw  my  dream  shield  near. 

Then,  fast  come  thudding  hoofs  across  the  plains ! 

Come  buffalo,  come  elk,  come  deer,  and  lo ! 
Swift  phantom  steeds  with  flying  tails  and  manes 
Bear  my  young  braves  like  sweeping  winds 
that  blow ! 

And  by  our  lodges  up  wild,  pine-fringed  lanes 
I  see  the  little  camp-fires  all  aglow. 


Patchwork  of  Life  and  Death 

Oh,  what  a  purple  perishing  it  is 

Admist  triumphant  glossiness  of  green, 
When,  in  soft  little  patches  on  the  hills, 

The  buck-bush  dies,  draped  in  dull  lilac 
sheen ! 

It  is  as  though  pale  heather  spreads  its  pall 
Upon  the  too-gay  spirit  of  the  Spring, 

And  sombre  tints  signal  to  coming  Fall 
Forecasting  fatal  days  of  vanishing. 

Even  the  dying  pine  shows  needles  gay 

In  cinnamon  brown  and  russet  harmonies; 
Dead  choke-cherry  branches  wave  last  year’s  black 
fruit 

To  foil  the  blossoms  whitening  on  new  trees. 
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On  Marshall  Pass 


A  camp  fire  flickers  on  a  rocky  spur ; 

Odor  of  coffee,  bacon,  mundane  things, 

Mingle  with  scent  of  balsam,  pine  and  fir ; 

Thus  man  to  mountain  his  frankincense  brings. 

Off  in  the  east  appears  a  spectre  moon 
Fearing,  perhaps,  that  it  has  come  too  soon 
So  vivid  are  the  golden  clouds  to  west 
So  crimson  as  they  woo  the  sun  to  rest. 

And  there  between  the  twain,  Heaven’s  two  great 
lights. 

My  camp-fire  casts  aloft  its  saucy  ray, 
Mocking  with  its  bright  sparks  and  darting  flights 
Those  luminant  guardians  of  the  night  and  day. 


Wynken,  Blynken  and  Nod 

(A  fountain  in  Washington,  Park,  Denver,  in  memory 
of  Eugene  Field) 

Poor  little  naked  boys,  how  wet  you  are, 

Dashed  by  incessant  fountain  showers ! 

How  can  you  hope  to  get  your  old  shoe-boat  afloat 
On  nice,  dry  clouds  of  slumber? 

It  is  so  very  wet ! 

How  can  you  little  weary  boys  ever  reach  the  Port 
of  Dreams 

If  these  cold,  teasing  streams 
Patter  and  batter  the  launching  place 
Of  your  old  shoe? 

How?  I  ask  YOU  and  YOU,  and  YOU! 

Isn’t  it  just  a  silly-billy  place, 

Wynken,  Blynken  and  Nod, 

To  launch  that  wooden  shoe? 
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Nymphs  at  Steamboat  Springs 


They  say  there  are  beautiful,  agile  nymphs 

Among  the  trees  above  Steamboat  Springs ; 
And,  once  in  a  while,  when  the  moon  is  out 
Most  nimbly  they  whirl  and  go  twirling  about 
In  the  gauziest  gossamer  coverings. 

And,  even  by  day,  they  are  sometimes  seen 

Near  the  murmurous  stream  in  some  exquisite 
dance ; 

While  inquisitive  sunbeams  are  tempted  to 
glance 

Through  the  latticed  needles  of  green  pine-screen : 
Then,  they  too  circle  in  rythmic  rings 
And  dance  on  the  hills  above  Steamboat 
Springs. 


The  Cameo 

(Berthoud  Pass,  July) 

You  wear  a  cameo,  incomparable, 

Upon  your  bare  brown  breast, 

O  Mountain  of  the  lofty  snowy  range, 

Your  only  jewel,  a  semi-precious  one. 

Below  your  cloud-swathed  face  it  lies 
In  classic  lines  of  pictured  loveliness, 

All  whitely  cold,  hewn  from  the  glacial  snows 
By  some  strange  chance. 

Or  have  adoring  southern  zephyrs  teased, 

With  soft  insistent  warmth,  the  greater  mass 
Of  white  to  trickle  far  away 

That  you,  their  queenly  peak,  may  stand  adorned 
By  this  fair  cameo? 


33 


Manitou 

Almost  like  an  exhumed  village  of  the  past 
Are  you,  O  Manitou. 

You  nestle  at  your  chieftain  mountain’s  knee 
And  drowse  the  summer  through 
While  little  needle  pines  soften  the  rocks 
That  cradle  you. 

Down  from  the  Astec  ruins  on  the  hills 
Come  Indians  feigning  pride. 

Brave  are  their  beaded  buckskin  trappings,  though 
Pent  be  the  thoughts  inside 
Their  silent  hearts— they  who  have  dreamed 
strange  dreams : 

Dreamland  is  wide. 

Your  healing  springs  reflect  God’s  benisons, 
Manitou,  lowly  shrine. 

You  offer  rich  and  poor  the  sacred  gift 
Of  things  almost  divine. 

Where  past  and  present,  earth  and  heaven  meet 
God  draws  no  line. 

By  a  Mountain  Spring 

(Golden  Gate  Canon) 

As  ageing  women  look  into  their  mirrors, 

So  droop  the  ferns  above  the  spring  today; 
The  crackle  of  their  fronds  with  crisping  edges 

Sounds  like  the  lips  of  wrinkled  crones  who 
pray. 

The  cold  winds  sweeping  down  the  little  gullies 
Scatter  the  last  gold  tears  of  alder  trees, 

And  naked  aspens  shiver  wan  and  ghostly, 

Remembering  the  soft  kiss  of  Summer’s  breeze ; 
But  far  above,  the  sky  still  holds  some  blueness, 
Beneath  the  ground,  the  sleeping  Springtime 
lies. 

Wee,  curling  baby-fronds  will  hide  the  bracken 
When  yet  another  year  its  magic  tries. 

And  then  will  Spring,  released  from  Winter’s  power, 
Glide  from  his  cold  embrace  with  dreamy 
singing ; 

While  all  the  hillside  will  take  heart  and  flower, 
And  birds  will  set  the  merry  world  a-ringing. 
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The  Viaduct 


By  day  you  are  not  beautiful ; 

But  when  the  mistiness  of  night 
Creeps  on,  and  you  lead  far  away 
Into  the  rosy  afterglow  of  sunset, 

You  attain  a  majesty  of  beauty  indescribable. 
Massive  your  columns  are — 

Mysterious  your  arches — 

Classic  their  form — 

You  are  a  blend  of  substance  and  of  dreams. 
Then,  when  along  your  parapets 
The  lights  spring  one  by  one, 

Like  palely  yellow  bowls  of  primrose  glow, 

I  think  that  all  the  moons 
Of  all  the  universe 

Have  come  to  light  the  way  that  you  would  go. 

On  the  Rio  Los  Animos 

The  beavers  had  begun  to  build  a  dam, 

And  felled  their  trees  beside  the  River  of  Lost 
Souls ; 

Then,  thinking  better  of  their  plan, 

Or  having  been  molested, 

They  had  left  their  work  unfinished. 

Unfinished — how  the  silent  place  brings  back 
Places  in  one’s  life  where  dreams  lie  scattered 
Like  those  straight  saplings, 

With  withered  leaves  in  crisp  decay. 


Denver  Town 

Oh,  yes,  she  bluffs  a  bit  and  brags  a  bit 

About  her  climate,  resources  and  such; 
And  when  it  comes  right  down  to  brazen  tacks 
You  must  admit  she  can  deliver  much 
Of  what  she  brags  about, 

Now,  can’t  she? 
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Old  Tree 

(Estes  Park) 


You  must  have  been  a  giant  in  your  day 
Before  the  forest  fires  claimed  your  life ; 

You  must  have  met  fully  many  a  storm-god  grey 
And  grown  inured  to  weather-war  and  strife. 
Now,  like  the  veterans  of  some  bloody  war 

Who  sell  shoelaces  that  they  still  may  live, 

Or  cringe  with  up-turned  hat  on  pavement  floor 
Where  passers  fling  the  paltry  alms  they  give, 
So  with  charred  branch  you  humbly  point  the  way 
To  pleasure  haunts  in  Estes  Park  below 
Where  sojourners  pass  brief  hours  of  play 

Nor  dream  a  giant  has  shown  them  where  to  go. 


On  The  Cache  La  Poudre 

I  see  her  sitting  by  the  spring, 

Under  the  bank,  down  by  the  river’s  brim — 
The  north  branch  of  the  Cache  la  Poudre ; 

She  has  been  drinking  from  the  old  tin  cup ; 
She  has  been  drinking  from  the  arching  sky ; 
She  has  been  drinking  beauty  rushing  by 
Adown  that  mountain  stream. 

Still  her  child-eyes  have  scarcely  seen  at  all 
The  witchery  of  the  hills,  the  flowers,  the  rills, 
But  her  good  angel  has  been  hovering  near, 
Making  a  record  for  some  far-off  year 
When  she  may  need  this  beauty  to  sustain 
Her  heart  in  arid  ways — 

I  knew  that  little  child  in  other  days, 

Up  on  the  Cache  la  Poudre. 
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Back  To  The  Sea 

Atop  a  mighty  continent 
The  glaciers  sit  astride 
The  Rockies  with  their  rigid  spine 
Which  marks  the  great  divide. 

These  lofty  parting  places  are 

Where  rivers  chose  their  course — 
Whether  they  shall  flow  eastward 
Or  westward  from  their  source : 
Whether  *tis  toward  a  rising  sun 
Across  a  thirsty  plain, 

Or  over  western  desert  ways 
Back  to  the  sea  again. 

For  snowflakes  dream  of  oceans — 

Some  subtle  memory 
Still  holds  them  in  allegiance 
And  willing  fealty. 

Each  flake,  the  child  of  a  silver  sea. 

Sped  hence  by  smile  of  the  sun 
Hears  when  her  mother  softly  calls, 

And  swift  do  the  waters  run. 

They  slip  from  their  icy  bondage, 

No  barrier  can  stem; 

They  bless  the  earth  with  tears  of  joy, 

That  the  sea  has  need  of  them. 

Jonquils 

Right  jocund  is  old  Nature  when  the  jonquils  come 
again ; 

They  are  like  to  yellow  jumping  jacks 
For  Baby  Spring  when  Winter  packs 
Her  grip  and  goes  slip-sliding  thru  the  muddy,  bud¬ 
ding  lane. 

Fruit  Fragrance 

The  scent  of  our  fruit  on  the  Western  Slope 
Goes  drifting  the  wide  world  over: 

On  London  push-barrows  our  melons  are  found, 
Our  peaches  and  apples  go  all  the  world  round, 
Spicey  and  sweet  as  red  clover 
With  the  fruity  scent  of  our  Western  Slope. 
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Indian  Summer 

Cabalistic  scrawling  of  sharp  twigs 
Across  the  blue  of  Colorado  sky 
Writing  the  doom  of  Indian  Summer  days: 
Warning  the  clinging  leaves  to  loose  their  hold 
While  yet  they  bear  green  memories  of  life ; 

A  little  bonfire  sending  acrid  scent 

From  crisping  leaves  in  gold  and  crimson  dressed ; 

Thin  swirls  of  drifting  bluish  smoke, 

Making  like  portents  to  the  twigs  above. 

“Beware!  Beware !”  they  trace  their  warning  there. 
“Though  Indian  Summer  may  seem  very  fair, 
Winter  is  waiting  with  her  shroud  of  snow. 


Cherry  Creek 

Peaceful  little  stream,  whose  reefs  of  sand 
Lie  glistening  in  the  sun 
Like  skeleton  of  some  weird  mastodon 
Laved  as  your  waters  run, 

I  can  not  think  of  you  as  rushing  by 
Bank  high  in  full  flood-tide, 

Lashing  your  guardian  buttresses 
To  make  your  path  more  wide. 

I  think  of  you  as  dreaming  of  the  days 
When  gold-seekers  first  came, 

Panning  their  sand  beneath  choke-cherry  trees, 
Seeking  for  wealth  and  fame. 


Grey’s  Peak 

There  rests  upon  you  a  calm  dignity 

Which  brings  again  Mount  Blanc  before  my  eyes ; 

A  sort  of  white  aloofness  at  most  times  you  wear ; 

But  when,  like  her,  you  blush 

Because  of  an  over-ardent  sun’s  caress, 

Then  do  I  wonder  what  your  heart  is  hiding 
Under  the  snow — 
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A  Colorado  Horse  on  the  Battle  Field 

(Written,  1917) 

I'm  dreaming,  old  pal,  of  the  prairies 

Out  West  where  we  both  used  to  roam ; 

And  the  boom  of  the  cannon’s  like  thunder 
Rolling  down  from  the  Rockies  at  home; 

The  bullets  are  pelting  like  hail,  when  for  shelter 
We  galloped  to  cottonwood  grove  helter-skelter. 
This  wound  in  my  side  has  the  smart  and  the  twinge 
Of  branding  irons  used  in  our  colthood.  The  singe 
Of  the  hair  smells  the  same ;  and  the  pain — but 
what’s  pain 

When  memories  and  suffering  are  meeting  again? 
The  breaking  for  service  to  me  seems  mere  play, 
The  strain  of  new  muscles,  the  strange  tasks  each 
day, 

The  sickness  on  ocean-tossed  transport  seems  bliss 
Compared  to  the  horror  and  suffering  of  this. 
Keep  your  nose  close  against  me — for  comfort — oh, 
listen ! 

The  meadow  larks  singing — the  peaks — how  they 
glisten ! 

I  almost  wish,  pard,  I  could  stay  with  you  here 
Doing  my  little  to  help  in  the  fight — 

Oh,  closer — pard,  closer — death  presses  so  near— 
Though  I  don’t  understand,  my  heart  says  it  is 
right — 

See,  pardner,  the  prairies,  the  mountains,  how 
bright — 

So  long,  old  pal— luck — and— good  cheer — 


Anemones 

Clumped  together  in  pale  purple  sheaves 

Are  the  pasque  flowers — sweet  anemones ; 
Velvet  stems  with  little  frills  of  leaves 

Lift  their  beauty  to  the  passing  breeze. 
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Rain 


Late  afternoon  and  rain — torrential  rain. 
Lightning,  too,  zigzagging,  slanting  down, 
Shivering,  almost,  as  though  sensing  the  crash  to 
come 

Upon  its  heels — its  blue-white,  fleeting  heels. 
Presently,  a  little  lessening  of  the  deluge, 

Vague  hesitancies, 

Streets  a-gasp  to  get  their  breath  again, 

And  gutters  swallowing  greedily  the  flow 
Awash  with  sodden  paper  and  chance  flotsam. 
The  cleansed  sky,  weary,  wan, 

As  a  young  child  from  weeping  overmuch 
Sobs  tearlessly  in  distant  thunderings. 

Then,  down  the  brick-walled  canons  of  the  streets 
Behold  a  miracle! 

Persons  with  faces  towards  the  west 
Are  turned  to  gods — rose-golden  gods. 

The  sun,  hazed  in  an  ecstacy  of  riotous  tints, 

Casts  himself  on  the  newly-washen  pavements 
To  be  splashed  up  again  in  foam  of  color 
Against  the  drab,  flat  commonness  of  things. 

This,  his  goodnight  greeting  to  the  city 
Who  looks  so<  clean  and  good 
And  ready  to  say  prayers. 


Mount  Audubon 

A  spruce  tree  on  old  St.  Vrain’s  sloping  side 
Casts  its  moss-agate  shadow  on  the  snow 
And  yearns  toward  Mount  Audubon,  the  pride 
Of  his  foothills  and  valleys  down  below. 

A  lonely  eagle  circling  far  on  high, 

Drops  to  his  crag-bound  eyrie  noiselessly — 
Something  about  Mount  Audubon  makes  him  shy 
More  merciful  to  birds  tinier  than  he. 
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Old  Milne  Ranch 


Where  once  the  Cache  la  Poudre,  silver  shod, 

Danced  past  Milne  Ranch  along-  the  meadow-ways. 
Now  spreads  a  reservoir  wherein  we  gaze 
As  in  a  magic  crystal.  Goldenrod 
To  ghosts  of  springtime  friends  is  all  a-nod, 

And  our  new  selves,  who  walk  new  restless  days, 
Nod  to  our  younger  selves  as  through  a  maze ; 
Then  seek  out  those  who,  too,  this  way  have  trod. 

Those  others- — grey-haired  women  and  a  man, 

Who  rounded  here  life’s  strange,  unequal  span, 

Those  younger  ones,  who  trailed  afar  the  gleam 
Which  seemed  to  lead  into  a  brighter  dream- 
just  one  remains  to  seek  lost  faces  here, 

Those  visioned  faces,  dim  but  very  dear. 


Denver  at  Dusking 

Translucent  globes  in  rows  hold  amber  light — 
Pale  amber,  almost  lemon-colored  light. 

Fish  globes  they  seem, 

Or  signs  for  fairy  pawn  shops,  grouped,  like  three 
balls, 

Luring  the  wayfarer  to  pledge  his  daily  cares 
For  the  small  change  to  furnish 
One  brief  night’s  rest  or  pleasure. 

Away  to  westward  slip  the  ghosts  of  houses, 
Following  sunsets  gone  which  never  more  will  be, 
And  still  will  ever  be  in  differing  form, 

A  cycle  of  mutation. 

Fish  globes  or  pawn  shop  signs,  amber,  pale  lemon, 
These  seem  the  only  things  which  matter  greatly 
At  dusking. 
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A  Little  Road  Near  Salida 


I  know  a  hill  near  Salida — 

The  little  town  of  Salida— 

Where  a  spur  of  the  Sagauche  Mountains 
Sends  its  little  ripples  down ; 

There  tower  the  Peaks  Collegiate 
Of  the  Sangre  de  Christo  Range, 

Mount  Shavano’s  wing-ed  angel. 

In  soft,  snowy  garments  of  ages 
Crystal-spun  on  the  looms  of  Time, 
Antero  and  peaks  unnumbered 
Gleam  white  and  blue  above; 

While,  safely  through  jagged  canons 
And  beyond  skyscraping  passes, 

We  rest  in  serenity 
Where  the  Forest  of  Cochetopa 
Sends  its  piney  message  down 
To  the  winding  road  on  the  hilltop 
Near  little  Salida  town. 


Painted  Pods 

Dusty  and  weather-whipped,  from  vacant  lots 
She  took  the  dried  seed-holders  of  sunflowers 
And  painted  them — 

Bright  crimson  did  she  paint  them, 

Bronzed  and  gilded  at  the  edges. 

Then  she  placed  them  with  weird,  silvered  milk¬ 
weed  pods 

And  iridescent  leaves 
And  purple  grasses. 

“Are  they  not  beautiful  ?”  she  asked. 

But  they,  the  sunflowers,  who  had  once  been  dressed 
In  golden  rays  aurioled  about  black  pompoms, 

They  must  have  felt  like  unto  painted  women 
Who  use — without  due  reticence — by  daylight 
Lipstick  and  rouge  to  lure  the  gaze  of  men. 
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The  Ultimate 

(Loveland) 

To  south,  the  scene  of  childhood’s  innocence, 
Afterwards  sullied  by  the  flood  of  life ; 

To  north,  the  little  village  of  my  dead, 

Hidden  away  from  stress  of  wordly  strife ; 

To  west,  the  snow-capped  mountains,  ranging  high, 
A  fleecy  cloud  above  each  mem’ry  spot; 

To  east,  the  plains  all  limitless  and  vague, 

Hinting  at  not  what  is,  but  what  is  hot. 

Sometimes,  the  plains  alone  call  to  my  soul — 

They  lie  so  straight,  eventless,  grey  and  grim ; 

Sometimes,  the  little  graveyard  on  the  hill 

Seems  my  one  longed-for  end  to  Nature’s  whim  : 

When  suddenly,  from  height  or  depth  I  hear 

Something  which  bids  me  dare  my  destiny — 

A  friendly  word — the  trilling  of  a  bird— 

And  I  know  there  is  no  stopping  still  for  me. 


Skaters  in  Washington  Park 

Dipping  like  a  swallow,  hovering  like  a  dove, 

In  their  circling  measure,  glide  the  skaters  by ; 

Fair  cheeks  glow  like  roses,  bright  eyes  gleam  above, 
As  the  bonny  boys  and  girls  in  graceful  con¬ 
tests  vie. 

Life  sheds  her  benediction  upon  such  scenes  as  these, 

And  the  pure,  sweet  breath  of  heaven  floats  upon 
the  breeze; 

Stars  look  down  and  twinkle  upon  the  joyous  sight — 

Perhaps  they,  too,  are  skating,  there  in  the  big, 
clean  night. 


Mountain  Violets 

Purple,  blue,  or  yellow,  lavender  or  white, 

Violets  gem  their  heart-shaped  leaves  of  green. 
Can  the  winsome  blossoms  in  little  bonnets  bright 
Pretend  they  are  too  modest  to  be  seen? 
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Sports 

O !  a  doughty  man  is  the  hunter  bold 
As  he  lolls  in  the  camp  below ; 

His  guns,  show  bright  in  the  campfire’s  light 
While  he  brags  of  his  bag,  a  mighty  stag 
And  a  doe  he  has  winged — “Ah,  I’ll  get  her,  you 
know !” 

Is  the  threat  he  hurls  toward  the  hills. 

Far  up  on  the  mountains,  the  stars  peer  through 
At  a  pine-rimmed  pool  where  the  air  is  cool ; 

And,  there  on  the  brink,  stands  a  wounded  doe, 
Her  wracked  eyes  searching  the  path  below. 

She  sniffs  in  terror  the  gathering  pool 
Of  her  dripping  blood.  “O,  mate  of  mine, 

Come  back  from  the  valley!  Come  back!”  she  cries. 
“Let  me  lie  again  ’gainst  your  dear  warm  side, 

Feel  your  soft  tongue  laving  my  flesh  where  the 
bones, 

All  splintered,  break  through.  Come  back,”  she 
moans. 

Afar,  down  the  mountain,  the  echo  dies, 

And,  there  in  the  firelight,  her  loved  mate  lies, 

His  glazed  eyes  turned  toward  the  hills. 

O !  a  doughty  man  is  the  hunter  bold ! 

As  he  sleeps,  he  smiles  and  valiantly  dreams 
Brave  dreams  of  his  skill  and  the  kill  of  the  morrow, 
While,  up  by  the  pool,  every  tree  senses  sorrow 
While  the  doe  waits  his  coming,  where  starlight 
gleams. 

Reflections 

City  Park  Lake 

The  water  riffs  with  little  flickerings 
Like  light  in  opals — 

Those  diamonds  veiled  in  film  impalpable — 
And,  without  looking  up,  I  know 
The  clouds  are  wearing  gala  pinafores 
And  making  holiday. 
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On  Edges  of  Frail  Moments 

What  tragedies  we  build  ourselves  on  edges  of  frail 
moments— 

We,  who,  like  visitant  locusts  or  sand  flies 
Perched  upon  edges  of  rose  leaves, 

Crushed  between  dawn  and  dawn 
Of  circumstance — a  moment  here,  then  gone 
Into  that  vague  oblivion  known  as  death. 

Pale  whipping  wings— 

Millions  on  millions  of  strange  new-born  things 
Gazing  with  bright  bead  eyes  a  tiny  space, 
Clinging  upon  ones  hair,  ones  face, 

With  tickling  feet. 

On  trees  and  flowers,  on  posts  along  the  street. 
Gracious  All  Father  of  All  Things  that  Are, 

What,  then,  are  these? 

And  what  are  we? 

And  what,  these  tragedies  we  build  ourselves 
On  edges  of  frail  moments? 


Eldorado  Springs 

Overhead  the  stars  are  shining, 

Shining  in  the  vault  of  heaven, 

Far  above  the  pointing  pine  trees, 

Far  above  the  peaks  that  glisten 
To  attract  the  starry  minions. 

But  the  dull  trees  can  not  lure  them 
To  be  Christmas  candles  for  them; 

Nor  can  calling  snows  of  Peakland 
More  than  catch  their  vagrant  sparkle, 
But,  far  down  the  sheltered  valley 
Dreams  a  little  pool  whose  edges 
Are  just  crisping  in  obeyance 
To  the  Frost  God’s  first  caresses, 

Still  upon  her  placid  bosom 
Lie  the  stars,  serene,  contented. 
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Gem  Stores 


O,  I  am  rich  if  I  may  stand  and  look 
Into  a  gem  store  window  in  the  sun 
And  watch  the  crystal’s  color  gamut  run 
Like  pebbled  page  of  some  illumined  book; 

If  I  may  hold  the  purple  amethyst 

Within  the  keeping  of  my  eye  a  while 
And  drink  in  joyance  from  a  topaz  smile, 

The  turquoise  calm,  the  tourmalin’s  green  mist. 
The  firestone,  sunstone,  moonstone,  seem  to  shine 
Into  the  agate’s  mossy  forest  maze ; 

I  love  them  all  and  hunger  as  I  gaze 
To  solve  the  kinship  ’tween  their  souls  and  mine. 
Why  should,  a  garnet  hold  a  deeper  spell 

Than  does  the  ruby  which  is  far  more  rare? 
Why  should  fire  opals  breathe  to  me  a  prayer 
While  diamonds  have  but  worldly  tales  to  tell. 


Magpies 

Oh,  hurry,  Mother  Magpie!  And  hurry,  Father,  too! 

Two  little  hungry  spotted  birds  are  calling  out  for 
you. 

Two  tiny  birds  with  mouths  agape  and  oh,  such 
empty  craws, 

Are  clinging  to  a  shaky  branch  with  clumsy,  brand- 
new  claws. 

Oh,  hurry,  Mother  Magpie!  And  hurry,  Father, 
too ! 

Or  you’ll  find  no  little  magpielings  to  clamor  after 
you. 
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UPB 


Little  Saint  Betty 


There  is  a  vase  of  iridescent  glass 

That  always  holds  a  votive  offering. 

Do  you  not  sense  the  fragrance  as  you  pass, 
Little  Saint  Betty? 

You  gave  that  vase  to  one  you  loved  before 

You  went  upon  your  long,  long  journeying; 

And  now  it  is  a  shrine — and  something  more — 
Little  Saint  Betty. 

And  everywhere  your  eager  feet  have  trod 
In  their  unselfish,  patient  ministering, 

Marks  now  a  pilgrimage  that  leads  to  God, 
Little  Saint  Betty. 


Columbines 

Harliquinades  you  are  staging  at  night 

Down  gay  hillsides ;  but  when  day  comes  again 
Banished  your  Pierrots  are  quite  out  of  sight, 

For  even  “State  Flowers”  must  play  now  and 
then. 


The  Call 

A  mountain  framed  by  a  city  street 
From  its  misty  haze  smiles  down  on  me 
And  lures  me  to  leave  the  mortar  and  brick 
To  share  its  calm  tranquillity. 

“O  mountain/’  I  cry,  though  my  lips  are  dumb, 
“Out  of  this  stress  I  fain  would  come! 

But,  since  I  may  not,  send  peace  to  me 
On  pine  scented  wings  of  memory.” 


47 


Love,  Learning,  Loyalty 

(Fountain  given  his  city  by  the  late 
Joseph  Addison  Thatcher) 

Three  figures  wrought  in  symmetry  bear  the  names 
Love,  Learning,  Loyalty,  and  they  attend 
Upon  their  sovereign  State  and  beauty  lend 
To  duty  of  allegiance.  In  them  flames 
Eternal  fire  which  bronze  nor  marble  tames : 

Love — for  pure  homes,  with  wisdom  to  defend 
And  loyalty  which  makes  each  man  a  friend' 
While  high  emprise  each  lofty  concept  frames. 

He  was  a  pioneer,  true  to  his  state — 

Who  visioned  this  fair  dream  of  fealty 
And  had  it  placed  beside  the  city  gate 
That  all  who  pass  may  read  its  imagery. 

Love,  Learning,  Loyalty,  in  faith  they  wait, 

A  trinity  of  ideal  harmony. 


The  Meadow  Lark’s  Question 

O,  the  meadow  larks  are  calling, 

“Are  you  crazy?  What  you  ’bout?” 
And  the  starry  prairie  lilies 

Press  the  sod  and  venture  out ; 

Soon  the  mountain  trails  will  broider 
All  their  edges  with  shy  hues 
And  the  Lady’s  Slipper  hunt  about 
To  find  her  dainty  shoes; 

The  choke-cherries  and  mountain  plums 
Will  bubble  into  bloom 
And  all  the  foothills  will  go  daft 
With  color  and  perfume. 

And  then,  perhaps,  I’ll  find  my  voice 
And  to  the  larks  I’ll  sing, 

“Yes,  I’m  crazy,  crazy,  crazy, 

I  am  crazy  with  the  Spring.” 
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City  of  Lights 


Like  a  jewel-casket,  diamond-encrusted, 

One  building  dominates  the  brilliance  flung  athwart 
Our  Town  of  Many  Lights. 

Here,  there  and  everywhere,  our  gleams  signal  the 
stars : 

They  shimmer  along  chosen  plaisances 
In  cascades  and  in  archings,  vari-hued ; 

It  is  as  though  rare  gems  of  every  clime 
Were  adding  to  that  stream  of  molten  beauty; 
While  all  about  are  little  fire-flies  showing 
The  facets  of  their  jeweled  harnessing. 


The  Curtain 

(Old  Tabor  Grand  Opera  House) 

“So  fleet  the  works  of  men,  back  to  the  earth  again ; 

Ancient  and  holy  things  fade  like  a  dream.” 
These,  Kingsley's  words  remain  like  a  beloved 
refrain 

Blending  the  things  that  are  with  things  that 
seem. 

Once  more  the  curtain  falls;  crumbled  like 
cloistered  walls, 

The  mirrored  columns  float  in  the  lagoon ; 
Dream-laden  ghosts  of  days  pass  by  as  in  a  maze, 
Wistfully,  silently— vanished  too  soon. 
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